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the door said, " Stop that nagging now, old
fellow, or if I get up to you you'll sure do so/5

The voice was that of the farm-hand Aapeli,
who had also come home late.

The old man did shut up for a while, but then
got up again and muttering to himself went into
the porch, where he could be heard calling for
Loviisa. The farm-boy giggled in his bed. All
this Eeva heard distinctly, finding nothing unusual
in it. Marke heard nothing, but slept soundly
on, snuggling ever closer to Eeva, apparently, in
her sleep, mistaking Eeva for her mother.

Maija had had her own reasons for hoping for
the birth of a child, and after its birth she had
experienced those solemn moods which nature
herself brings as a gift. But no sooner arc those
moods over than the almighty everyday emerges
again, and then the birth of a child is usually
seen as something respectable folk accept without
murmuring and endure with patience; as one
of those burdens which life invariably brings with
it in one form or another and which lend to
human life its grey and slightly wearisome
flavour. Should the child die in its infancy its
death is more an occasion for rejoicing than its
birth had been. The mother sheds tears, but
openly admits them to be tears of joy.

When she was not with the child Maija always
remembered that its survival was a matter of